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Author's Notes: 


Set round about 1790. James\\ girlfriend is fictional.! had to find some way to get him out of the house ;) 


"Bye James" Kirk called out, waving from the front door of the Metallimansion as James strolled towards his 


car. "Have fun with Stacy. 


"Oh, | will do" James called back, giving Kirk a massive grin. Kirk watched as the singer got into his car, pulled 
his seatbelt on, started the engine and then drove off. The car vanished down the road in a cloud of dust. Kirk 
waited another minute, then went back inside, closing the door softly behind him. He smiled and sauntered along 


the hallway, heading for Lars’ bedroom. 


Kirk was in a good mood. James has just gone out to meet his new girlfriend and Jason was away for the 


weekend, visiting his aunt and uncle. That meant that Kirk and Lars had the whole evening alone to themselves. 


Perhaps even over night too, if all went well with James and Stacy. 
Kirk opened the bedroom door and peeped inside. "Hey Lars" he said cheerfully. "What you up to?" 


Kirk's smile faded as he saw the stern expression on Lars’ face. That and the incriminating item that the 


drummer was holding. 


"| was looking for a missing drumstick" Lars said. "| thought it might have ended up here after..well, you know. 


Then, | found THIS". He slapped the item against his thigh. "Underneath the bed". 
Kirk swallowed nervously. "Lars", he began. "I can explain dude..".. 

"Explain?" Lars echoed, his expression incredulous. "Kirk.you've been cheating on me!" 
"B-but..".. 

"And how fucking long for?" Lars demanded. "How long, huh?" 


"Lars, please..".. 


"Don't you Lars please me" Lars snorted. "And stop doing those fucking puppy eyes at me. It won't work". Lars 
threw the offending object on the bed and Kirk flinched as it landed near him. 


"Lars, I'm really, really sorry" Kirk blurted out. "Honestly | am dude". He gulped and stared down at his trainers. 


"| know | shouldn't have done it..it was rotten and underhand of me". 
"Damn right it was" Lars snapped. 


"Please" Kirk sighed. "Please Lars; let me make it up to you". Lars folded his arms across his chest. "Come on 


Larsie..I'l do anything. | swear!" 

"Hmmm." Lars pretended to think it over. Finally, he nodded. "Very well. You can.let me punish you". 

Kirk looked up, his big brown eyes meeting Lars’ green ones. "How.how will you punish me?" he asked. 

"You'll see" Lars said coolly. "Now, start undressing while | get the equipment ready". 

Kirk nodded and began to unbutton his shirt. He knew that whatever Lars decided to do to him, he deserved it. 
Yet he couldn't help feel a thrill of excitement course through his body. He and Lars didn't get to "play" very 
often because James and Jason were nearly always at home. When they did, however, it was always great fun 


and tremendously sexy. 


Lars drew the bedroom curtains, then went over to the wardrobe and opened it. He lifted down an old 


cardboard box from the top shelf. It looked innocent enough but there was nothing innocent about the contents. 
Kirk watched as Lars removed a set of steel handcuffs, a blindfold and a wooden paddle with a long handle. Just 


seeing the items made Kirk feel nervous..but in a good way. 


Kirk, hurry up and finish undressing" Lars ordered. Kirk nodded and hastily removed the rest of his clothes. 
Once he was naked, Lars beckoned him over to the bed. 


"Lie face down" he said. Kirk did as he was told, resting his head on the pillow. Lars fastened the blindfold 


around his head, taking care that the knot was secure but not too tight. Then he threaded the handcuff chain 
through the wooden poles on the headboard, lifted Kirks’ hands above his head and locked them in the cuffs. 


"There, that will make sure you hold still for me" Lars grinned. "Don't want you running off or anything". 

"| wouldn't do that Lars" Kirk said meekly. 

"Ha, you may disagree when I've finished with you" Lars snickered He sat down on the other side of the 
bed.Kirk felt the side of the mattress dip. Then before Kirk even had chance to mentally prepare, he felt a 
stinging slap delivered to his buttocks. He yelped and squirmed and Lars smirked. 

"Keep the fucking noise down Kirk. That was just a warm up". 


"Shit, it hurt!" Kirk gasped. 


Is supposed to hurt Kirky, its a punishment" Lars said sweetly. Then he smacked the paddle against Kirk's 
ass again. Kirk gasped but managed to hold in a yell. 


"That's better. We don't want the neighbours coming round’. 

Lars smacked Kirk again and again and again. Kirk gasped and whimpered and wriggled about, his ass cheeks 
clenching helplessly underneath Lars' onslaught. Lars grinned to himself as he continued smacking Kirk's ass..the 
plump cheeks were turning a warm shade of red and Lars could almost feel the heat radiating off them. Lars 
basked in his feeling of power..they were alone in the house, he was sparking Kirk severely and there was NO 


way he could escape. 


Yet, Lars took care to bring the paddle down onto a slightly different part of Kirk's bottom each time..not just 


to relieve the pain of the spanking but also because he wanted to make it last as long as possible. 


At last, after 30 spanks, Lars stopped. Kirk's ass was bright red and very swollen "Have you learned your 


lesson now?" he asked sternly. 
"Y-yes" Kirk whined, his cheeks clenching feebly. 


"And you'll never cheat again, will you?" 


"No, Lars. l-l promise". 


"Good" said Lars, in a kinder tone. He jumped down off the bed and pulled Kirk's blindfold free. Kirk blinked as 

the light assaulted his eyes. Lars swam into focus.he was unlocking the handcuffs. With a clink of metal they 
fell off, the chain sliding down the post it was attached to. Kirk pulled his hands free and rolled over, wanting 
to stand up. However, he immediately regretted it and whined sharply as his sore ass throbbed beneath him. 


Lars held in a chuckle as he viewed Kirk's discomfort. Damp, curly hair tumbled around his face, those big 
liquid eyes gazed at him and Kirk's bottom lip stuck out just a little. Lars smiled, unable to stay mad at Kirk 
for long. Reaching out, he slid his hands underneath the guitarists’ arms and helped lift him into a standing 


position 


"Not a good idea to sit down yet" Lars giggled. "Though this might help". He pulled a small tube of cream from 
his jeans pocket and Kirk sighed in relief. He reached out for it but Lars pulled his hand away. 


"Uh huh.l'm gonna put it on you. Now lie back down!" 


Kirks' eyes lit up. Grinning back at Lars, he nodded and resumed a similar position to the one he had held when 
being spanked. Lars settled down on the bed again and squeezing some cream onto his hands, he began to 
massage it onto Kirk's sore cheeks. Kirk sighed with pleasure and stretched out like cat. 


"This is my favourite part of playing" he murmured. 


"Naughty boy" said Lars, smiling to himself as he wondered just how much of a punishment it had *really* 
been for the guitarist. 


Kirk giggled and squirmed about and as he did, he knocked the item off the bed. The item that Lars had found 
earlier.the cause of the punishment. It slipped to the floor, landing on the carpet with a soft thud. It was a 
slim book..the cover illuminated by a chink of sunlight coming in through a gap in the curtains. There was an 
image of a cartoon hedgehog running across the countryside and above him, the title read: How fo beat Sonic 


the Hedgehog. Tricks, cheats and tips 


The End 


